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Summary: This is a challenge/idea that was given to me from Alekay22. 
Hermione has a one night stand with Snape and becomes pregnant and 
decides to keep the child. Will he accept her? Will he reject her? 
Will things work out nicely? Read to find out XD 


1 . Chapter 1 
What Will It Be Then? 

Chapter 1 

**Disclaimer; I own nothing, all credit for characters and settings 
go to the Amazing J.K. Rowling, and the plot is credited to Alekay22 
for it was her idea :-)** 

* * A/N Hi guys, I know another fanfic. I had requested a challenge and 
received one and I really liked it. I can't wait to see where it 
goes, I already have numerous outlines in my head XD** 

She tried not to seem apprehensive on the chair, but she was worried. 
She hoped it wouldn't be what she thought it could be, it couldn't, 
it only happened once. Was it even possible? How could she have been 
so stupid!? But then she looked on the bright side, it might just be 
something minor and not what she thought it was. 

"Miss Granger?" A young witch asked her. She snapped her head in her 
direction. "Madame Bass is prepared to see you dear." She said with a 
smile. Hermione drew in a deep breath and made her way down the hall, 
following the young witch to a white and blue room. 

"Take a seat here, " she motioned to a table, "she will be with you 
shortly." She smiled and left Hermione. She began to worry. There 
were so many possibilities, but her head kept wrapping around the one 
she had hoped to be not true. 


There was a soft knock on the door, and in entered a beautiful blonde 



witch. "Are you Miss Granger?" She asked. She had a strong English 
accent . 

"Yes I am." Hermione replied, feeling nervous and queezy at the same 
time. The Doctor extended her hand. 

"I'm Madame Bass, it's nice to meet you." She gave her a warm smile 
which Hermione returned back. She pulled out her wand and a magical 
screen appeared to be floating in front of them. "Okay so it says 
here, that you are here because of pains in your abdomen and constant 
bleeding, does that sound about right?" 

Hermione bit her lip, "yes" she mustered. 

"Okay, I'm going to go and get some things to start running some 
tests, I'm going to need you to put this on." She handed her a gown, 
and turned on her heel, and left. Hermione was suddenly wishing that 
she hadn't come at all, but what if it was something life 
threatening? 

She slipped out of her jeans and sweater, and slipped into the gown. 
She then placed herself back on the table. There was another knock on 
the door, harder this time, and in walked another witch. She was 
levitating an infirmary bed. She motioned for Hermione to move, and 
with a flick of her wand, the table disappeared and in replace laid 
the bed. 

The nurse left her to her thoughts. As she was considering what could 
happen, Madame Bass walked in. "Okay Miss Granger," 

"Um, call me Hermione please." 

"Okay, Hermione, I'm going to need you to lay back on the bed. I'm 
just going to run a few diagnostic tests, nothing too major. I may 
ask a few questions and I will need you to answer them to the best of 
your abilities, and from there you should be just fine." She gave her 
once again a warm smile. 

Hermione laid back comfortably on the bed. Madame Bass walked up to 
her and swisher her wand over her lower abdomen. A screen pulled up 
as before, but this time a lot more complicated looking. There were 
numbers and dots and lines all over the screen, just looking at them 
made Hermione dizzy. 

"Miss Granger, have you been under stress lately?" The Doctor asked. 
Hermione furrowed her eyebrows together. 

"Well, I'm not sure. I guess I have been recently, but I'm not sure." 
She answered honestly. The Doctor nodded her head and continued 
scanning the screen. Hermione was growing worried, what did stress 
have to do with anything? 

"And when was the last time you had a regular monthly cycle, before 
the bleeding started happening?" Hermione was afraid of this 
question . 

"It has been a month since my last regular one. The bleeding just 
comes and goes." 

"And what does this bleeding feel like? Cramps perhaps?" 



"No, they are a painful sensation. It burns and hurts horribly. It's 
not like my menstrual pains, it's worse actually." The Doctor 
furrowed her eyebrows together. She seemed to be in deep thought. 
Hermione was growing worried by the minute. "Is everything okay. 
Doctor?" 

"Hermione, I'm not sure if you are expecting to hear these news or 
not, but your ... pregnant . " She gave her a sympathetic look. 

'Pregnant?' Hermione felt as if the word hadn't processed. 

"Are.. Are you sure?" She asked in a quivering voice. She couldn't 
believe what she had just heard. 

"Yes, in fact I have the heart beat right here." She said. She moved 
the screen closer to Hermione and showed her a little monitor with a 
bunch of squiggly lines. The Doctor adjusted a few things and 
Hermione was able to hear the consistent thump of a little heart 
beat. Not too strong, but it was there. 

"Do you know what you are going to do?" 

"As far as what?" Hermione questioned. 

"Well, are you going to get an abortion, or are you going to keep it? 
I only ask because you are still young and you seem quite flustered." 
Hermione couldn't process anything. All she could hear was the 
thumping of the tiny heart on the monitor. It was beautiful, how 
could she part with it? 

Instinctively she placed her hand on her stomach. "So he's in there?" 
She couldn't believe it, she was shocked. She was no more than 
nineteen and she was pregnant ! ? 

"Well, the sex of the child is inconclusive. You aren't that far 
along yet, my dear." She said with a smile. 

"How far along am I?" 

"Well, looking at everything, it seems to me that you are 
approximately ten weeks pregnant. Given the time of it to form and 
for it to grow, it seems just about right." 

Hermione couldn't believe it. This was all so crazy. Just minutes ago 
she was freaking out, and now she was obsessed. "Wow" was all she 
could say. 

"So, may I ask who the fortunate man to be the father is?" Hermione 
snapped her head at her quickly. 

"No!" The Doctor looked at her as if she were crazy. Hermione cleared 
her throat. "I mean, no I do not wish to share yet, actually I'm not 
sure if he wants to be involved. I don't know." Hermione felt tears 
prick at her eyes. She just hoped she, they, wouldn't be rejected. It 
wasn't anybody's fault. At least not to that degree. 

Madame Bass came to her side and hugged her, "it's okay dear," she 
handed her a tissue. "I'm very sure he will be delighted. You are a 
smart and strong women. Who's to say that baby won't be 
either? " 



Hermione felt much better with her words. "Thank you. I really do 
hope so." She gave a weak smile. 

The Doctor turned to leave, "congratulations Hermione, I wish you the 
best." And with that, she turned on her heel and left. 

Hermione retreated off of the bed and grabbed her clothes and threw 
them on. She had so many mixed emotions running through her. She was 
happy, delighted, scared, sad, and even apprehensive. 

Would she be a good mother? Would she be able to provide for him? She 
just didn't know. With her parents being obliviated, she had no one 
besides the Weasely's, but she tried to avoid them because of 
Ron . 

He had tried to date her, but things didn't work out. He just 
expected to much from her. He wanted and dreamed of what he wished, 
while her dreams were thrown into a bottomless pit of never 
returning. She ended that relationship quicker than someone could say 
'Weasleys Whizzing Wizbee's.' 

She stepped out of the small room and walked down the hall. As she 
stepped out into the cold spring morning, she felt different. She 
felt older. She liked this new feeling. 

It dawned on her that she will become a mother, and that she will 
raise a child, single or not. Now it was just the matter of breaking 
the news. How would he take it? Would he shut her out? Would he yell? 
Or would he accept her? There was no way telling. 

"I guess I'm just going to have to find out myself them." She said 
aloud. She left St. Mungo's and made her way to Hogsmead, to her 
f lat . 

She knew she was going to have to confront him sooner or later. 


2 . Chapter 2 
What Will It Be Then? 

Chapter 2 

Disclaimer; I still do not own anything :-) 

* * A/N Hi guys, I wish I could have updated sooner but I was updating 
my other ones. A lot of story plot swimming around in my head and I'm 
trying to get a grip. I hope you all will like this chapter, I've 
been working really hard. This is my first ever pregnancy fanfic and 
I'm going to try my best. The next chapter or chapters will begin to 
go into detail and the plot will begin to grow, so just remember to 
review letting me know if I should continue, as well as criticism, it 
is welcomed. Thanks again guys. ** 

**P.S. I usually update at night, easier for me to write, but last 
night I was not able to recheck for errors, so be sure to check 
frequently :-)** 


when Hermione got home there was an owl perched on her windowsill. It 



had a letter tied to its leg. Hermione smiled, "Why hello there 
little fellow." She greeted the bird. She opened the door and let him 
in. He instantly flew over to the counter in the kitchen. 

Hermione settled in and went to him and untied the letter, "thank 
you" she said to the bird as she fed him some bits of bread. He 
nipped her finger in thanks. She unscrolled the letter, it was from 
Mrs. Weasely. 

_Dear Hermione, _ 

_We would love to have you over for Easter dinner! It would be a 
great pleasure seeing you. Ginny misses you as do I, and Harry will 
be here, as well as the Lupins and a few guests. If you are able to 
make it, wonderful, you know where to find us._ 

_-Molly Weasely_ 

Always leave it to Molly to bring her over. She guessed it couldn't 
hurt. She quickly scribbled a response and tied it to the birds leg, 
and he was off. The Weasely' s were the closest thing to family she 
had. It was the Weasely 's, Hogwarts, and Harry, she had no 
more . 

Hermione wanted to go because she had missed the family feeling. It 
had been two weeks since they left Hogwarts for break, and she had 
been spending break all alone. She was fine with it though, it gave 
her time to sort things out and kick back and relax, while reading a 
good book, but now she had something to look forward to. 

She clutched her stomach. She still couldn't actually believe it! She 
wondered what she should name him, or her. She was absolutely 
excited. She went to the mirror in her bathroom and lifted her shirt 
up, revealing to unknown baby bump that was soon to be there. She 
couldn't wait. 

Then a frown crossed her face. What would her friends think of her? 
Would they care? Would they be happy for her? This was something that 
she actually wanted for once, and she hoped they could see past that. 
She wasn't sure if she should tell them of who the father is, she 
wasn't even sure if he wanted to be. But she just hoped they would 
understand . 

The days began to go by slowly, and Hermione was becoming more and 
more obsessed with her stomach, her unborn child. She wondered who he 
would look more like. She knew he would absolutely have smart brains, 
given the fact that his mother was the brightest witch of the age, 
and his father being the smartest man of his time, if he had a 
father . 

With this thought she grew sad. She hoped she wouldn't have to raise 
a child without a father, not that she couldn't handle it, it's just, 
her child should be able to have a father, someone to look up to, 
someone strong minded, not that she wasn't. She just hoped that he 
would see her side of the issue, and hopefully come to even terms 
with it . 

She wasn't looking for love, although it would be nice, or a 
relationship, just someone to help her raise her, their, child, 
together . 



Easter day came quicker than expected, but she willed herself to go, 
she did tell Mrs. Weasely that she would be there. She dressed in a 
nice formal spring dress and made her way to the floo. She left in 
the green flames and stepped through to a house full of happy people, 
all laughing and talking. 

"Hermione dear, so glad you could make it!" Molly walked up to her 
and pulled her into a big hug, kissing her on her cheek. 

"I wouldn't miss it for the world!" She replied back with a smile. 
Molly returned it back. 

"Mione! Your here! Guys, Hermione 's here!" All of a sudden Hermione 
was flanked from left and right with hugs from all of the Weasely' s, 
the Lupins, and some school friends; Neville, Luna, Lavender, Dean 
and Seamus. It was like a reunion. 

"Mione, I missed you!" Ginny pulled her into a tight embrace. 

Hermione hugged her back. 

"Its only been two weeks Gin." They both laughed. 

"Yeah, but it feels like years, and besides, even in school I barely 
get to see you." Harry came up behind her. 

"Gin, let the girl breath. Breaks are oh so relaxing for her." He 
said with a grin. 

"Yeah with her nose stuck in a book." Ron said, he looked at her and 
grinned, "Good to see you too 'Mione." He said. Even though the whole 
relationship thing didn't work out, they came to terms and set all 
awkwardness aside, or at least he seemed to have, Hermione wasn't 
settled with it. Harry cleared his throat. 

"So 'Mione, what have you been up to?" Hermione smiled. She looked at 
Ginny and winked. 

"Oh, I just finished this very informative book on the history of 
ancient runes and.." Harry cut her off. 

"Sounds nice, glad to see you here." And with that he slowly 
retreated back to talking with Dean, Ron, Neville, and Seamus. Her 
and Ginny laughed. Remus walked up to her and placed a kiss on her 
cheek . 

"Nice to see you Hermione. How have you been?" He asked her. She 
smiled . 

"Couldn't feel any better." She answered honestly. "How's 
Teddy? " 

"Well why don't you come and see for yourself." Said a familiar 
voice, Hermione turned and saw Nymphadora standing there, holding a 
little bundle with green hair. 

"Oh my goodness, he is beautiful!" She said. She kissed her on the 
cheek. She felt a pang of happiness wash over her. Someday this would 
be her. "May I?" 



"Of course." Her and Remus said in sync. She handed Teddy to her. 
Hermione felt overwhelmed with the little bundle of joy in her 
arms . 

"He's perfect. He looks just like the both of you." All of a sudden 
Teddy's hair turned from green to purple. "Oh" Hermione 
exclaimed . 

Remus and Nymphadora laughed. "Yes, he does that often." Remus said 
with a chuckle. 

Hermione just smiled. "I think he is wonderful! You both are very 
lucky." Remus looked at her. 

"Yes we are." He said, with a little sadness in his 
voice . 

Nymphadora kissed him, "Very lucky indeed!" She said with a smile, 
looking at him with eyes that told a love story no one could ever 
understand. Hermione handed back the bundle of joy and continued her 
rounds of greetings to everyone. She found out that Luna and Neville 
had been dating, more seriously now, which she was overjoyed with 
when told. She thought they were perfect for each other. She also 
found out to her surprise that Lavender was dating Ron over the 
course of spring break. She was shocked. She hadn't thought that he 
would move on so ... quickly , not that she cared. 

Dinner came and went. Just as the desert was getting served, there 
was a knock at the door. Arthur went to see who it was and revealed 
an animagus in the form of a black, hairy dog. He soon turned into a 
man and everyone was happy to see Sirius had been able to make it. 
"Oh, I thought you weren't coming!?" Molly greeted him with a 
kiss . 

"Wouldn't miss it for the world, everyone being together is a 
blessing on its own. I hope there's room for one more." He said with 
a grin. Molly patted him on the back, telling him there was more than 
enough. Everyone went back to talking and eating. Hermione was full 
and just sat back and enjoyed the company around her, she had truly 
missed them. 

"Hey, let's talk." Said a voice behind her. It was Ginny. She 
followed her up to her room. Once inside Ginny put a silencing charm 
on the door. Hermione was a little suspicious. 

"What's up. Gin?" She asked, a little worried. Ginny motioned for her 
to take a seat on her bed. 

"I wanted to tell you something." She said with a pause. "You and I 
have been friends for quite some time, and I consider you like a 
sister, really." She said, dancing around what she was trying to get 
to . 

"Gin?" 

"Hermione ... I ' m engaged!" She said with a squeal. Hermione jumped to 
her feet with happiness. She was so happy for them. 

"When did this happen!?" She asked in awe as Ginny showed her the 
diamond on her finger. It was grand. 



"Harry proposed a few days after break let out. He said that the 
timing was right, since the war is over, and he wouldn't want to 
spend his days with anyone else." She said, tears forming in her 
eyes. Hermione hugged her, she was astounded. 

"Congratulations! I'm so happy for you!" She said pulling away. "When 
are you guys going to plan the wedding!" She asked. 

"Harry and I both decided that once I finished school that we would 
have the ceremony. He thought that Hogwarts would be a nice place for 
the celebration. He said that after we get married that he wanted to 
have children, kids Hermione! He wants to have kids!" 

"Oh." Hermione was a little flustered. She was happy for them, but so 
soon? Ginny had only one year left and then she was to have children? 
"Not right away though, right?" She asked. Ginny gave her a quizzical 
look . 

"Hermione, you know I've been dreaming of this ever since I laid eyes 
on him. I knew I wanted him to be mine. 'Mione?" She asked, seeing 
the disappointment in her face. "Mione, what's wrong?" She asked a 
little worried. Hermione felt like she was being selfish for acting 
this way, but Ginny was still young, she had no idea what she was 
going to get herself into. 

"Gin, I gotta tell you something." She started out slowly. She 
motioned for Ginny to take a seat. "I'm, I'm not sure how I am going 
to say this, but..." 

"Hermione, your scaring me, what's wrong?" 

"I'm, well... I'm pregnant Ginny." She blurted out. Ginny just sat 
there in awe. Was she mad? Was she happy? Hermione didn't 
know . 

"Hermione, that ' s ... that ' s wonderful news!" She said happily. "When 
did you find out? How far along are you?" The questions were just 
coming out one after another. Hermione couldn't help but laugh in 
relief. She was glad she wasn't mad. 

"I know, I thought you would be mad at me." She said with guilt in 
her eyes. "I just found out over break, they say I'm ten weeks 
already." She said blushing. Ginny pulled her down to sit next to 
her . 

"Why would I be mad? I'm happy for you! I never thought you would 
ever consider it." She reached her hand out and felt her stomach, 

"Wow Hermione, this is amazing." Hermione didn't know what else to 
say, she was relieved that Ginny was okay with it, actually she was 
far from okay. "Who's the father?" She asked. 

Hermione began to chew her lip. "Urn, I... I can't tell you." She said, 
hurt by the thought. Ginny looked saddened. 

"Why? I promise I won't tell." She started to say. Hermione knew she 
would never tell, that was the one thing that made her like Ginny, 
what was said between them, stayed between them. But she didn't think 
she would understand. She started to tear up. 



"I... I can't tell you because ... I ' m not sure he wants to be the 
father." She said with guilt and hurt lacing her voice. She let the 
tears slip from her eyes. Ginny hugged her, letting her weep on her 
shoulder. She was smoothing her hair when Hermione felt better and 
stopped crying. 

"Mione, I'm really sorry. Is there anything I can do for you?" She 
asked sincerely. Hermione smiled. 

"Just be a good and understanding friend, that's all I need." She 
said . 

"Of course, always." There was a knock on the door. 

"Girls, everybody is getting ready to leave." It was Harry. 

"We'll be down in a sec." Ginny yelled. She turned to Hermione. "I 
know he will regret not being there, you are a wonderful person 
Hermione, don't forget that, and you will be a terrific mother." She 
pulled her into one last hug before standing. 

"Thanks Gin." She stood with her, "Could you not tell anyone, I'm 
just not ready to tell everybody." She asked. Ginny grabbed her 
hand . 

"Never . " 


3 . Chapter 3 
What Will It Be Then? 

Chapter 3 

Disclaimer, I own nothing ! 

* * A/N Sorry for making you all wait! I was having difficulty with the 
internet and nothing was saving :-( this time it is working, so I 
hope the chapter is worth the wait ! Also, this is my first ever love 
scene, so cut me some slack. I'm only going off of what I have 
experienced through reading in other Fanfics. Hope you all enjoy it 

i * * 


After kisses and hugs were exchanged, Hermione decided that it was 
high time to floo back to her flat. After telling the Weasely's that 
she was extremely exhausted, while Ginny winked at her, she left 
without a moment's notice. 

It had been almost two years since the war, and everyone seemed to 
have changed. The young and dunderheaded, were older and wiser, and 
she too felt as if she had changed. 

She entered the flat. It was a peaceful place, although not hers. 
When the students if Hogwarts, or what was left of them, were given 
notice that they could leave the castle over Easter Break, Hermione 
had owled Madame Rosmerita, inquiring about this flat for her to 
reside in over break. Madame Rosmerita reluctantly allowed her 
to . 


Hermione didn't want to stay at the castle for a number of reasons 



and her being pregnant was one of the main ones. She hadn't known at 
the time , but she had a feeling, what she now believes to have been 
'Mothers Instinct', that she was. And especially if the father of her 
child were going to be residing in the same castle, frightened her. 
She had been avoiding him ever since that 'unforgettable' 
night . 

Hermione was glad she told Ginny, and that she understood the 
situation. She was also happy for her and Harry, she knew they would 
be wonderful together. After seeing everyone at dinner, Hermione felt 
magnificent. She had her whole family surrounding her, and her 
unknown, beautifully unborn, growing child. She couldn't have asked 
for a better day. 

Hermione sat on the couch and rested her hand on her stomach. She 
pictured herself months from now, only bigger, she was glad it was 
her last year of schooling. As she sat there, she couldn't help but 
let her mind linger to the night it all happened. How the creation 
she was carrying came to be. 

* *SSHG* * 

It had been just a few months after the war, and Hogwarts was up and 
running once again. It had been opened for those who wished to 
return. Vast majority of the students returned, besides many of the 
Slytherine ' s , whose parents who were followers, were thrown into 
Azkaban and the rest, hiding. 

Hermione didn't give it a second thought to return, for she loved the 
school and the schooling itself. All of the staff had returned, 
happier than ever. Even one staff member many thought would never 
return, resumed his position, the old Potions Master himself; 
Professor Severus Snape . It had been rumored that his name was 
cleared of all charges due to the evidence of the previous 
headmaster's bottled memories, and the defense of Professor 
McGonagall herself, now the former headmistress. 

Classes resumed the same as before, besides the now permanent 
Professor for Defense Against The Dark Arts; Professor Remus Lupin. 
Many of the students that remained were looser than before, they 
weren't as... stiff. All of the seventh years that came back were 
Gryf f indor ' s , Ravenclaw's, and Huf f lepuf f ' s , along with the exception 
of the very few Slytherine ' s . It was expected that by next school 
year, the halls would be filled with more students, since there 
parents would feel much safer, and reassured that the war was to an 
end . 

The months came and went, and just before the closing of the new 
year, the headmistress had an idea. She had in mind, that all of the 
seventh years were going to have a winter ball in honor of the last 
year for them, while the remaining years were to be sent home for the 
holiday. She thought it would be nice since the seventh years were 
the biggest part of helping the end of the war. She ran it by her 
colleagues and it was settled, there was to be a winter 
ball . 

* *SSHG* * 

It had been a hour into the ball, and Hermione was desperately trying 
to escape from Ron. He seemed to have had too much butterbeer and 



wanted to snog her. She wasn't up for it. 


She looked behind her and saw Harry and the guys trying to calm him 
down. She couldn't help but smile. Harry knew that Hermione had been 
meaning to break it off with Ron, but she hadn't had the courage to 
do so. But tonight seemed like a good night to do it. She took a deep 
breath and walked over to them. They had managed to get him to sit 
down. When he saw her, he perked up. He began to stand but Hermione 
held her hand out to stop him. 

"Ronald, we need to talk." She said as bravely as she could. Ron 
looked at her and nodded his head, showing signs of the drunkenness 
wearing off. She sat down next to him and drew in a shaky breath. 
"Ron, we have been best friends since the first day of our first 
year, and I consider you to be a good friend. . . but" She stopped and 
looked at him in the eyes. He seemed confused. "But I want nothing 
more than to just be friends." He seemed to have understood what she 
was saying. 

"But 'Mione, you know I love you! We belong together! You know I 
would do anything for you! We practically know everything about each 
other!" He argued back. Hermione looked him sternly in the eyes, not 
backing down. She came this far already. 

"Exactly Ron! I know you love me, and I love you too, but not in the 
same way. You have dreams of your own that you want to fulfill, while 
my desires are put on the back burner!" He went to say something, but 
she stopped him. "No Ron! I... I just want to be friends. No more, no 
less. Can't you respect that!?" She pleaded. He lowered his eyes in 
defeat and nodded his head. She stood up to leave but he grabbed her 
wrist, stopping her. 

"No matter what 'Mione, I will always love you." He said as he raised 
his hand to his lips and kissed it. Hermione met his eyes with a 
tender smile. He let go and she left. 

She put her hand to her head. She was surprised that he took it so 
well. She moved through the dancing crowd to the doors. She had, had 
enough for one night and decided to retire to her dorms. As she was 
making her way to the door, she passed her Professor's. They were all 
talking and seemed to be enjoying the party, well, all except one. 

She looked at him and he nodded his head at her. She blushed and did 
the same. She was just about to walk away when the headmistress 
called for her. 

"Miss Granger!" She looked her over. "Oh don't you look stunning 
tonight!" She said with a smile. Hermione blushed even 
deeper . 

"Thank you." She mumbled, shy to be under the spotlight. McGonagall 
held out her arm, asking for her to join them, which she took 
reluctantly. Remus then walked up to her. 

"My, Hermione! You look marvelous tonight!" He said, kissing her on 
the cheek. He handed her glass of butterbeer. "A toast to your final 
year at Hogwarts!" Everyone raised their glasses. There was a muster 
of congratulations going around from all of her teachers. Hermione 
was happy to see them all so relaxed. The war had done a number on 
them leading up to it. There was small talk between her and some 
teachers, asking of what her plans were for when school ended. She 



remained talking for another whole hour before she decided to 
retire . 

There were exchanges of good nights as she backed away. As she was 
backing away towards the door, she hadn't noticed the dark figure 
retreating as well. Before she knew it, they collided and she was on 
her way to the floor when she was pulled into a tight embrace. 
Righting herself, she looked up to see it was none other than 
Professor Snape she ran into. He let go of her and stepped away, 
sneering at her. 

"Miss Granger, are you alright?" The headmistress asked, walking 
briskly up to them. Hermione hadn't noticed she had been staring at 
her Professor until she looked at the headmistress. 

"I am now. She said with a shake of her head. She began to smooth out 
her dress, when all of a sudden there was a loud popping noise above 
her head. She looked up confused to see it was... mistletoe. 

She looked to the headmistress, who seemed to be gaping past her. She 
turned around and saw that Professor Snape had mistletoe above his 
head too. He began waving his arms above his head, trying to swat it 
away, but it wouldn't budge. 

"Minerva! Get this blasted thing off of me!" He sneered. McGonagall 
just laughed. He glared at her. 

"Severus, you know I cannot do that. It seems as if one of Albus ' 
magical 'gifts' remains." She said, her smile reaching her eyes. All 
of the teachers were watching them now. Hermione was confused. 

"I'm sorry headmistress, but what is going on?" McGonagall turned to 
her. Snape began to walk away but was stopped by something. She felt 
a pulling feeling on her gut, it sent shivers up her spine. He had 
made it no more than ten feet. He groaned in defeat after fighting 
against it . 

"Miss Granger, what appears above your head is magic mistletoe. It 
appears over ones head and traps you with another person. Once two 
people are chosen, they must..." She stopped and looked at Severus 
who had his arms crossed. Burning holes into everything around him 
with his evil stare. She continued. "They must kiss. Miss Granger. In 
order for it to go away." Hermione was befuddled. 

"And if we don't kiss?" She asked. Awkwardly eyeing her Professor who 
was glaring at her. Remus stepped forward and chuckled. 

"Miss Granger, you have to kiss that person in order for the binding 
to be unbroken. The mistletoe above your head will not disappear, and 
you won't be able to be far away from each other. You have to be in 
close proximity." He smiled and turned to Severus. "And I believe 
that will be impossible, given the circumstances that he stays in the 
dungeons and you stay in a tower." Amusement crossed his features. 
Hermione was horrified. Severus stepped forward. 

"This is uncalled for. Release us this minute! She is my student, I 
will not be kissing her!" He bellowed, rage sweeping off of him. 
Hermione agreed. There was no way she was going to kiss her 
Professor. And of all people it had to be him. 



"There's gotta be a counter curse, a potion, something!" She said 
feeling the anxiety rise in her. 


"I'm afraid not Miss Granger." McGonagall replied, sympathizing for 
the girl. But the mistletoe chose, and this time it chose these two. 
There was nothing she could do to change that . 

Snape turned on his heel and walked up to Hermione quickly and pecked 
her on the cheek. It was quick and Hermione could barely even tell it 
happened, it was like a whisper of wind. All of the teachers were 
looking at the both of them. Hermione hadn't noticed she had her eyes 
closed when it had happened. She opened them and looked above her 
head to find... the mistletoe still there. She looked at her 
Professor who seemed on the verge of going on a mad rampage. Minerva 
looked at him with expectant eyes. 

"Severus, you know as well as I that, that Will not get rid of the 
charm. It has to be..." She paused searching for the right word, 
"magical." She said simply. Remus and the others nodded their heads 
in agreement. Hermione just stood there, feeling as if the whole 
world were about to come tumbling down. 

"This is fucking perfect!" Snape spat. He began to saunter away in a 
brisk walk. This time he was stronger than the bind and happened to 
drag her along. He was walking quickly to the dungeons to his room 
with Hermione trying to stay hot on his heels. He was quite fast for 
someone of his type. Hermione didn't like the idea of having to kiss 
her Professor, it was unthinkable. He was a git, he loathed her and 
couldn't stand her, and she had felt somewhat the same about him. She 
wondered why they both had been chosen. Of all people it was these 
two . 

He entered his room using wandless magic and stomped through. 

Hermione followed him in, almost tripping over the pictures frame in 
her heels. He went straight for the cabinet full of liquor and downed 
a bottle of a substance Hermione wasn't quite familiar with. She took 
a seat on his couch, watching him. 

After a few minutes passed with his constant drinking, Hermione made 
her presence known. She cleared her throat and he whipped around and 
looked at her. He was glaring daggers into her very soul. "Oh, That's 
right Miss Granger, make yourself at home! In fact, do you want me to 
show you to the bedroom!" He yelled quite pissed. She glared at 
him . 

"I am just as upset as you are. If you were the last person on earth, 
I would never kiss you!" She said back, using just as much force in 
her words as he did. He seemed taken back by her language towards 
him. She had grown since the war. He sneered at her. 

"And the same for me." He spat back. He began pacing the room with 
his hands crossed over his chest. He was in deep thought. Hermione 
just noticed her surroundings then. He had nice quarters, given the 
circumstances that it was in the dungeons, and it was freezing. He 
had book shelves filled to the top, lining almost every square inch 
of the room. There were many cabinets that Hermione was sure were 
filled with ingredients for brewing. He had a desk and chairs for 
sitting in. A couch and a kitchen with black cobblestone countertops. 
It was actually impressive for a 'greasy git of the dungeons'. 



She began to fiddle with her dress. He stopped and looked at her. She 
was radiant. The dress she was wearing was tied around her neck and 
hugged all of her curves in the right places. He had never noticed 
this before. Her skin was glowing. She was glowing. Just looking at 
her made his stomach do a flip. He felt a tingling feeling travel 
down his legs. He knew what it meant. He snapped out of his reverie 
and stopped pacing. He rubbed the bridge of his nose. What was he 
thinking? He was her Professor. Someone she was supposed to look up 
to, not hook up with. And besides, all they needed to do was kiss, 
that was it . 

She looked up from her dress and studied her Professor. He was in 
deep thought. She wondered about what. He was a good man, as far as 
she knew. But he still is and always will be a git. As soon as this 
kiss ended she would be gone. She still couldn't believe it. Then all 
of a sudden a warming sensation hit her in the middle of her chest. 

It was unexplainable. It f elt ... wonderful . She suddenly looked at her 
Professor with a different view point. He was muscular. She could 
tell because of the way his robes seemed to stretch across his arms, 
and by the way he grabbed her earlier. Her mind wandered back to 
being in his embrace. She wished she could be there again. He seemed 
nice to hold and he was gentle. She stood up and began to pace as 
well . 

Severus saw her stand. She had perfect legs. 'What the hell am I 
thinking!?' He asked himself. So many thoughts were swarming his 
head, and so many sensations were swimming in him, they were 
unbearable. He looked at the mistletoe above her head then back at 
her. She had her face screwed up. She was thinking. He knew so 
because he had seen it so many times in class. 'When had I ever 
noticed her in class?' He asked himself. 

She threw up her hands in defeat and leaned up against the wall. "I 
give up. There is no other loop around this! I looked at it from all 
angles and view points, but I end up with nothing. We're going to 
have to get rid of it the old fashioned way." She said in a voice 
laced with something he couldn't quite place. Was it want? Desire? 
Irritation? He wasn't sure. He looked at her. 

"That is absurd, we are not doing that. I would rather walk around 
with this above my head than kiss one of my students!" She laughed. 

He had already kissed her, or whatever he assumed it was. It may have 
been quick and brief, but he kissed her. 

"And what do you propose I do? I don't want to walk around like this 
for the rest of my life because my Professor doesn't have the... 
the..." She stopped. He raised an eyebrow. "He doesn't have the balls 
to kiss his student!" 'There, I said it' She told herself. Before she 
knew it he walked up to her, pinning her against the wall. He 
captured her small but sweet lips in his and kissed her 
fervently . 

The kiss was sweet and passionate. Neither of them pulled away. As 
the kiss became longer, it became more progressed. She gripped his 
hair, pulling him closer to her as he grabbed her waist. They 
explored each other's mouths with a desire that neither knew could 
exist . 


Before they knew it, Hermione had her leg wrapped around him and was 
pulling him closer. He didn't falter away, he came closer. She was 



pushed up against the wall. She could feel every movement of his body 
against her. She couldn't think. She couldn't process what was 
happening, she felt delirious. He lifted her up against the wall and 
began to kiss her neck. Slightly biting at it. She let out little 
gasps as he went farther. This sensation she had never experienced 
before felt wonderful. He captured her lips once more, this time 
rougher. Moans filled the air as they fought to kiss every inch of 
each other's lips. He tasted of fresh mint, and her, 
strawberries . 

She pushed him back slightly, giving her space to move her hands. She 
felt as he pushed up against her, the erection growing inside of his 
pants. She wasn't experienced in these sort of things but she let 
nature take its course. She moved her hands down to his belt, 
unfastening it. He pulled back and growled. He seemed vulnerable to 
her touch. 

He hoisted her up and kissed her. She had both legs wrapped around 
him. He lifted her against him and carried her into his bedroom, 
where he laid her on the bed. He stood above her, admiring her 
beauty. She sat up and pulled her down to him. He began to kiss her 
neck, making her shiver at his touch. She wanted him closer. She 
reached for the buttons on his shirt and began undoing them. She was 
halfway through when he looked up from her love bitten neck. His eyes 
were filled with desire. The want was significant in his 
movements . 

She pulled him back down, this time flipping him on his back. She 
straddled him. She began to tease him, rubbing herself against his 
erection. He let out a moan. She began to unzip the back of her 
dress. He stopped her. He pulled her hands to his chest and he 
finished the process of unzipping her. He then moved his hands to 
unite the neck of her dress, letting it fall to expose her breasts. 

He pulled her to him and flipped her over. He was going to kiss her 
when suddenly his robes flew off of him, she smiled slightly. 

As she lay there just in her green laced knickers, and he in his 
boxers, nothing around them registered. He kissed her fervently on 
her chest, working his way down her stomach to her waist. She arched 
her back in surprise, he felt so gentle. He began to slowly remove 
her knickers to expose her beauty. He couldn't believe this was 
happening. She pulled him to her and kissed him roughly. She longed 
for his touch, as he ached for hers. 

She began to pull his boxers off of his hips, freeing his fully 
erected member from containment. There was no time to admire each 
other because he then grabbed her hips and positioned her in the bed, 
spreading her legs. He thrusted into her, fast. She moaned, he felt 
so good. She began pumping in and out slowly, in a rhythm, hitting 
her in all of the right spots. This pace remained for a while and 
then quickened. They were moving together as one, meeting each 
other's movements. She pulled him down to her and kissed him, 
breathlessly . 

As his pace became quicker and his pounding became harder, she could 
feel something explicit about to happen. She could feel her walls 
tighten around him. She felt shivers ride up and down her body. She 
clawed at his back and before she knew it, she had come. It felt 
wonderful, unexplainable. She felt relieved. He began to go faster, 
working her harder and harder. She arched her back as he spilled into 



her. Hot and nice. He moaned, then slumped onto the bed next to her. 
They both were breathing in gasps. What they had just done was 
unforgivable, but neither cared. 

Hermione laid on her side facing him as he lay on his back. The 
mistletoe above his head had disappeared. She blushed. They had taken 
care of it, in a way more than needed. She pulled at the covers, 
covering the both of them. She felt wonderful. She never thought he 
could move in such a way, outside of potions. She closed her eyes and 
let sleep overtake her. 

When she woke up the next morning he was gone. She sat up and looked 
around for her clothes. They were nowhere to be seen. She grabbed the 
blanket and held it close to her naked body, searching for her 
clothes. She explored the room. It was clean and neat. She opened a 
door that lead to the bathroom and saw her clothes waiting for her. 
She smiled. Whatever happened between them last night was wonderful, 
and she wondered what would happen. Would this effect there daily 
lives? She didn't know. 

She quickly showered and changed. She made her way for the door but 
tuned around one last time to look at the room. She blushed 
remembering what had happened. She turned and walked out of the room, 
heading to her dorms for a fresh set of clothing and then headed to 
breakfast in the great hall. 

* *SSHG* * 

As she sat there remembering that night, she couldn't help but feel 
giddy on the inside. What they experienced was amazing, and she hated 
it only lasted as it did. It was truly something. Never had she 
thought that she would ever shag one of her teachers, and above all, 
one being Snape. After that night, nothing was said between them. 
Nothing more than a passing glance was exchanged. She wondered how he 
had felt about it. Did he enjoy it like she did? Was she just a one 
time thing, a one night stand? Did he have any feelings about their 
experience ? 

She just didn't know. She rubbed her stomach. "I hope your father 
will be there. He is a really great man. He wouldn't know what he is 
missing." She said, sadly to her stomach. 


End 
f ile . 



